Black Bill's Honey-Moon

Twas a marvel to see, as we beached our boat.

Black Bill, in that peach-bloom air,
With the great white lilies that reached to his throat

Like a stained-glass bo'sun there,
And our little ship's chaplain, puffing and red,

A-starn as we onward stole,
With the disk of a lily behind his head

Like a cherubin's aureole,

Charm: He was round and red and behind his head
He'd a cherubin's aureole.

" Hyrcania, land of honey and bees.

We have found thee at last/* he said,
" Where the honey-comb swells in the hollow trees,"

(0, the lily behind his head 1)
"The honey-comb swells in the purple wood 1

Tis the swette which the heavens distil,
Saith Pliny himself, on my little book shelf!

Is the world not sweet to thee, Bill ?"

Chorus; Saith Pliny himself, on my little book-shelf!
Is the world not sweet to thus, Bill ?

Now a man may taste of the devil's hot spice,

And yet if his mind run back
To the honey of childhood's Paradise

His heart is not wholly black;
And Bill, Black Bill, from tha days of his youth,

Tho' his chest was broad as an oak,
Had cherished one innocent little sweet tooth.

And it itched as our chaplain spoke.

Chorust He had kept one perilous little sweet tooth,
And it itched as our chaplain spoke*
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